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BY BENDEMEER’S STREAM 
LYRICS 


To live in hearts we leave behind 


Is not to dte. 
T. CAMPBELL. 


But since he had 
The genius to be loved, why let him have 
The justice to be honoured in his grave. 
E. B. B. 


BY BENDEMEER’S STREAM 
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TO THOMAS MOORE 


Y boat ts on the shore, 
And my bark ts on the sea; 
But, before I go, Tom Moore, 
Flere ’s a double health to thee / 


fere’s a sigh to those who love me, 
And a smile to those who hate; 

And, whatever sky ’s above me, 
Here’s a heart for every fate. 


Though the Ocean roar around me, 
Yet tt still shall bear me on; 

Though a desert shall surround me, 
It hath springs that may be won. 


Were ’t the last drop in the well, 
As I gasped upon the brink, 
Ere my fainting spirit fell, 
'T ts to thee that J would drink. 


With that water, as this wine, 
The libation I would pour 

Should be — peace with thine and mine, 
And a health to thee, Tom Moore. 


BYRON 
1817 
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FOREWORD 


E too often forget, apart from Whitman, 
that the one poet America has compelled 
the old world to accept, thought well 
enough of Thomas Moore to say in his 





lecture-essay on The Poetic Principle so far back as 1842: 

“Tt has been the fashion, of late days, to deny Moore 
Imagination, while granting him Fancy —a distinction orig- 
inating with Coleridge, than whom no man more fully 
comprehended the great powers of Moore. The fact ts that 
the fancy of this poet so far predominates over all his other 
Jaculties, and over the fancy of all other men, as to have 
induced, very naturally, the tdea that he is fanciful only. 
But never was there a greater mistake. Never was a grosser 
wrong done the fame of a true poet.” 

Tf such were the factin Edgar Allan Poe's lifetime, it is 
still more poignantly true now some seventy years have 
passed away. Moore outside his own countrymen has become 
to the average reader of verse a shadowy personality — vox 
et preterea nihil. But J cannot forget in the brave days of 
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FOREWORD 


our youth how we first learned to love the companion and 
friend of Byron, of Shelley, and of Sir Walter Scott. We 
know, moreover, that instead of being a mere echo of the 
greater voices of the past he had in himself a power of utter- 
ance and a mastery of rhythm which still endure. 

‘‘ Oddly enough, there ts no poet in English except 
Goldsmith who appeals to simple people so much as Moore.” * 
I believe tt. And I hope that in reading these selections I 
have made you will believe tt too. When 1 think of the earlier 
writer, [ am, in view of his varied powers as essayist, poet 
and dramatist, disposed to rank him highest. But when 
I compare The Citizen of the World, The Deserted 
Village, awd She Stoops to Conquer, with The Irish 
Melodies, The National Airs, amd the Sacred Songs, 
and ther incomparable singing qualities I feel that Moore 
gave “a voice to Lreland,—put into her mouth a song of 
her own,’ that not even Goldsmith can equal or the tides 


of time efface from the recollection of humankind. 


1 See Thomas Moore dy Stephen Gwynn ( English Men of Letters 
Series), New York, 1905. An earlier appreciation can be read weth 
proft in Essays in English Literature, (7780-7860), by George 
Saintsbury, London, 1890. 
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FOREWORD 


‘We lock our hearts up now-a-days’ — but there ts one 
golden key that can open them, — the key of melody. When 
l heard by merest chance the voice of Madame Julia Culp, 
and that votce began ‘There’s a bower of roses, 1 did not 
need any one else to interpret and bring back “across the 
fields of sleep and other years,” long cherished assoctations of 
“broken airs once loved.” As I now know they had not 
been absent — the songs that never will lie silent in the 
singer's heart on earth — nor in the muted memories of the 
listening soul of me. Beside youth's dead fires, as out of 
dead passion flowers, love beyond life 1s re-lit and re-illumines 
our House of Dream. 

it was in May 1817 that Lalla Rookh, for which 
Moore received three thousand guiueas from the Longmans, 
was put to press, and one may take this moment for the 
height of his prosperity. In the same year Byron addressed 
to him the lines which will ever remain as evidence of a 
Jriendship that did not suffer change. Even now it ts 
impossible to read without emotion the tribute which [ prefix 
to my selections. 

There is deep pathos in the memory of fast fading things 
— of men as of nations. The last days of Moore after his 
life of brilliancy, and of adulation seldom bestowed upon any 
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Javourite of fortune, closed with children and relatives all 
gone, and the poet, mind clouded and health broken; in his 
own words,“ sinking into a mere vegetable.” So “after five 
years — he faded out of life” not wholly bereft because the 
wife of his youth watched over him to the last. “A roughly 
paved lane, deep sunk between profuse hedges, leads 
rom Sloperton to the lovely fifteenth-century church in 
whose graveyard Moore lies with his wife and children, 
among generations of squires and yokels of a race not his 
own.” 

Here the fond faithful singer of the Melodies sleeps,— 
life's fitful fever ended,—an Irish heart of gold in con- 
secrated English ground. 


THOMAS BIRD MOSHER. 


BY BENDEMEER’S STREAM 
LYRICS 


When Time, who steals our years away, 
Shall steal our pleasures too, 

The mem’ ry of the past will stay, 
And half our joys renew. 


Then fill the cuf—away with gloom! 
Our joys shall always last; 

For Hope will brighten days to come, 
And Mem’ ry gild the past. 


JUVENILE POEMS 
1801 


PRELUDE 


HERE ’S a dower of roses by Bendemeer’s stream, 
And the nightingale sings round tt all the day long; 

In the time of my childhood ’t was like a sweet dream, 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird’s song. 


That bower and tts music [ never forget, 
But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 
1 think — 1s the nightingale singing there yet? 
Are the roses still bright by the calm Bendemeer ? 


Vo, the roses soon wither'd that hung o'er the wave, 
But some blossoms were gather'd, while freshly they shone, 
And a dew was distill’ d from their flowers, that gave 


All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 


Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 
An essence that breathes of tt many a year; 
Thus bright to my soul, as ’t was then to my eyes, 
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeer / 
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O where glory waits thee ; 
But, while fame elates thee, 
Oh! still remember me. 





When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is sweetest, 
Oh! then remember me. 
Other arms may press thee, 
Dearer friends caress thee, 
All the joys that bless thee, 
Sweeter far may be; 
But when friends are nearest, 
And when joys are dearest, 
Oh! then remember me! 


When, at eve, thou rovest 
By the star thou lovest, 

Oh! then remember me. 
Think, when home returning, 
Bright we ’ve seen it burning, 

Oh! thus remember me. 
Oft as summer closes, 

When thine eye reposes 
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On its ling’ring roses, 

Once so lov’d by thee, 
Think of her who wove them, 
Her who made thee love them, 

Oh! then remember me. 


When, around thee dying, 
Autumn leaves are lying, 
Oh! then remember me. 
And, at night, when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing, 
Oh! still remember me. 
Then should music, stealing 
All the soul of feeling, 
To thy heart appealing, 
Draw one tear from thee; 
Then let memory bring thee 
Strains I us’d to sing thee,— 
Oh! then remember me. 


IT 


KNEW by the smoke, that so gracefully curl’d 
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near, 
And I said, “ If there ’s peace to be found in the world, 
A heart that was humble might hope for it here!” 


It was noon, and on flowers that languish’d around 
In silence repos’d the voluptuous bee; 

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound 
But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beech-tree. 


And, “ Here in this lone little wood,” I exclaim’d, 
“With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye, 

Who would blush when I prais’d her, and weep if I blam’d, 
How blest could I live, and how calm could I die! 


‘By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry dips 
In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to recline, 
And to know that I sigh’d upon innocent lips, 
Which had never been sigh’d on by any but mine!” 


{Il 


HE harp that once through Tara’s halls 
The soul of music shed, 
Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls, 
As if that soul were fled.— 
So sleeps the pride of former days, 
So glory’s thrill is o’er, 
And hearts, that once beat high for praise, 
Now feel that pulse no more. 


No more to chiefs and ladies bright 
The harp of Tara swells ; 

The chord alone, that breaks at night, 
Its tale of ruin tells. 

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes, 
The only throb she gives, 

Is when some heart indignant breaks, 
To show that still she lives. 


IV 


ICH and rare were the gems she wore, 
And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore ; 
But oh! her beauty was far beyond 

Her sparkling gems, or snow-white wand. 


‘Lady! dost thou not fear to stray, 
So lone and lovely through this bleak way ? 
Are Erin’s sons so good or so cold, 
As not to be tempted by woman or gold?” 


“Sir Knight! I feel not the least alarm, 

No son of Erin will offer me harm : — 

For though they love woman and golden store, 
Sir Knight! they love honour and virtue more!” 


On she went, and her maiden smile 

In safety lighted her round the green isle; 
And blest for ever is she who relied 

Upon Erin’s honour and Erin’s pride. 


V 


HERE is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet; 
Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart, 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart. 


Yet it was not that nature had shed o’er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 

'T was not her soft magic of streamlet or hill, 

Oh! no, —it was something more exquisite still. 


"T was that friends, the belov’d of my bosom, were near, 
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear, 
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve, 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 


Sweet vale of Avoca! how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best, 

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 


Io 


VI 


SAW thy form in youthful prime, 
Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of Time, 
And waste its bloom away, Mary! 
Yet still thy features wore that light, 
Which fleets not with the breath; 
And life ne’er look’d more truly bright 
Than in thy smile of death, Mary! 


As streams that run o’er golden mines, 
Yet humbly, calmly glide, 

Nor seem to know the wealth that shines 
Within their gentle tide, Mary! 

So veil’d beneath the simplest guise, 
Thy radiant genius shone, 

And that, which charm’d all other eyes, 
Seem’d worthless in thy own, Mary! 


If souls could always dwell above, 
Thou ne’er hadst left that sphere ; 

Or could we keep the souls we love, 
We ne’er had lost thee here, Mary |! 


Il 


Though many a gifted mind we meet, 
Though fairest forms we see, 

To live with them is far less sweet, 
Than to remember thee, Mary ! 
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ELIEVE me, if all those endearing young charms, 
Which I gaze on so fondly to-day, 
Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms, 
Like fairy-gifts fading away, 
Thou wouldst still be ador’d, as this moment thou art, 
Let thy loveliness fade as it will, 
And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart 
Would entwine itself verdantly still. 


It is not while beauty and youth are thine own, 
And thy cheeks unprofan’d by a tear, 

That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known, 
To which time will but make thee more dear; 

No, the heart that has truly lov’d never forgets, 
But as truly loves on to the close, 

As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets, 
The same look which she turn’d when he rose. 
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VIII 


HE is farfrom the land where her young hero sleeps, 
And lovers are round her, sighing: 

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps, 
For her heart in his grave ts lying. 


She sings the wild song of her dear native plains, 
Every note which he lov’d awaking ; — 

Ah! little they think who delight in her strains, 
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking. 


He had liv’d for his love, for his country he died, 
They were all that to life had entwin’d him ; 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 
Nor long will his love stay behind him. 


Oh! make her a grave where the sunbeams rest, 
When they promise a glorious morrow; 

They ’ll shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the West 
From her own loved island of sorrow. 
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IX 


H! the days are gone, when Beauty bright 
My heart’s chain wove ; 
When my dream of life, from morn till night, 





Was love, still love. 
New hope may bloom, 
And days may come, 
Of milder calmer beam, 
But there’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream: 
No, there ’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream. 


Tho’ the bard to purer fame may soar, 
When wild youth’s past; 
Tho’ he win the wise, who frown’d before, 
To smile at last; 
He’ll never meet 
A joy so sweet, 
In all his noon of fame, 
As when first he sung to woman’s ear 
His soul-felt flame, 
And, at every close, she blush’d to hear 
The one lov’d name. 


nS 


No, — that hallow’d form is ne’er forgot 
Which first love trac’d; 
Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 
On memory’s waste. 
"T was odour fled 
As soon as shed; 
*T was morning’s winged dream ; 
’"T was a light, that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream : 
Oh! ’t was light that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream. 


xX 


+9) IS the last rose of summer 
Left blooming alone; 
All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone; 
No flower of her kindred, 
No rose-bud is nigh, 
To reflect back her blushes, 
Or give sigh for sigh. 


I'll not leave thee, thou lone one! 
To pine on the stem; 

Since the lovely are sleeping, 
Go, sleep thou with them. 

Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bed, 

Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 


So soon may / follow, 
When friendships decay, 
And from Love’s shining circle 
The gems drop away. 
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When true hearts lie wither’d, 
And fond ones are flown, 
Oh! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone? 
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XI 


T the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly 

To the lone vale we lov’d, when life shone warm in thine eye; 
And I think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions of air, 
To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me there, 


And tell me our love is remember’d, even in the sky. 


Then I sing the wild song ’t was once such pleasure to hear! 
When our voices commingling breath’d, like one, on the ear; 
And, as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison rolls, 
I think, oh my love! ’tis thy voice from the Kingdom of Souls, 
Faintly answering still the notes that once were so dear. 
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XII 


HE young May moon is beaming, love, 
The glow-worm’s lamp is gleaming, love, 
How sweet to rove 
Through Morna’s grove, 
When the drowsy world is dreaming, love! 
Then awake !—the heavens look bright, my dear, 
’*T is never too late for delight, my dear, 
And the best of all ways 
To lengthen our days, 
Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear! 


Now all the world is sleeping, love, 
But the Sage, his star-watch keeping, love, 
And I, whose star, 
More glorious far, 
Is the eye from that casement peeping, love. 
Then awake ! —till rise of sun, my dear, 
The Sage’s glass we ‘ll shun, my dear, 
Or, in watching the flight 
Of bodies of light, 
He might happen to take thee for one, my dear. 
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XITI 


HE Miunstrel-Boy to the war is gone, 
In the ranks of death you ’ll find him ; 
His father’s sword he has girded on, 
And his wild harp slung behind him.— 
“Land of song!” said the warrior-bard, 
‘Tho’ all the world betrays thee, 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 
One faithful harp shall praise thee!” 


The Minstrel fell !— but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under ; 
The harp he lov’d ne’er spoke again, 
For he tore its chords asunder; 
And said, “ No chains shall sully thee, 
Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 
They shall never sound in slavery.” 


XIV 


H! had we some bright little isle of our own, 
In a blue summer ocean, far off and alone, 
Where a leaf never dies in the still blooming bowers, 
And the bee banquets on through a whole year of flowers ; 
Where the sun loves to pause 
With so fond a delay, 
That the night only draws 
A thin veil o’er the day ; 
Where simply to feel that we breathe, that we live, 
Is worth the best joy that life elsewhere can give. 


There, with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime, 
We should love, as they lov’d in the first golden time ; 
The glow of the sunshine, the balm of the air, 
Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer there. 
With affection as free 
From decline as the bowers, 
And, with hope, like the bee, 
Living always on flowers, 
Our life should resemble a long day of light, 
And our death come on, holy and calm as the night. 
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XV 


HE time I ’ve lost in wooing, 
In watching and pursuing 
The light, that lies 
In woman’s eyes, 
Has been my heart’s undoing. 
Tho’ Wisdom oft has sought me, 
I scorn’d the lore she brought me, 
My only books 
Were woman’s looks, 
And folly ’s all they ’ve taught me. 


Her smile when Beauty granted, 
I hung with gaze enchanted, 
Like him the Sprite, 
Whom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen that ’s haunted. 
Like him, too, Beauty won me, 
But while her eyes were on me, 
If once their ray 
Was turn’d away, 
O! winds could not outrun me. 
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And are those follies going? 
And is my proud heart growing 
Too cold or wise 
For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing? 

No, vain, alas! th’ endeavour 
From bonds so sweet to sever ; 
Poor Wisdom’s chance 

Against a glance 


Is now as weak as ever. 
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XVI 


AREWELL|!— but whenever you welcome the hour, 
That awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower, 
Then think of the friend who once welcom’d it too, 





And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you. 
His griefs may return, not a hope may remain 

Of the few that have brighten’d his pathway of pain, 
But he ne’er will forget the short vision, that threw 

Its enchantment around him, while ling’ring with you. 


And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up 

To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup, 
Where’er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright, 

My soul, happy friends, shall be with you that night; 
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles, 
And return to me, beaming all o’er with your smiles — 
Too blest, if it tells me that, ’mid the gay cheer 

Some kind voice had murmur’d, ‘‘I wish he were here!” 


Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy, 

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy ; 
Which come in the night-time of sorrow and care, 
And bring back the features that joy used to wear. 
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Long, long be my heart with such memories fill’d! 

Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill’d — 
You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 
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XVII 


N the morning of life, when its cares are unknown, 
And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin, 
When we live in a bright-beaming world of our own, 
And the light that surrounds us is all from within ; 
Oh ’t is not, believe me, in that happy time 
We can love, as in hours of less transport we may ; — 
Of our smiles, of our hopes, ’t is the gay sunny prime, 
But affection is truest when these fade away. 


When we see the first glory of youth pass us by, 
Like a leaf on the stream that will never return; 
When out cup, which had sparkled with pleasure so high, 
First tastes of the other, the dark-flowing urn; 
Then, then is the time when affection holds sway 
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew; 
Love, nursed among pleasures, is faithless as they, 
But the love born of Sorrow, like Sorrow, is true. 


In climes full of sunshine, though splendid the flowers, 
Their sighs have no freshness, their odour no worth;. 

’T is the cloud and the mist of our own Isle of showers, 
That call the rich spirit of fragrancy forth. 
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So it is not ’mid splendour, prosperity, mirth, 
That the depth of Love’s generous spirit appears ; 
To the sunshine of smiles it may first owe its birth, 
But the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears. 
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XVITI 


WISH I was by that dim Lake, 

Where sinful souls their farewell take 

Of this vain world, and half-way lie 

In death’s cold shadow, ere they die. 
There, there, far from thee, 
Deceitful world, my home should be; 
Where, come what might of gloom and pain, 
False hope should ne’er deceive again. 


The lifeless sky, the mournful sound 

Of unseen waters falling round ; 

The dry leaves, quiv’ring o’er my head, 

Like man, unquiet ev’n when dead! 

These, ay, these shall wean 

My soul from life’s deluding scene, 

And turn each thought, o’ercharged with gloom, 
Like willows, downward tow’rds the tomb. 


As they, who to their couch at night 
Would win repose, first quench the light, 
So must the hopes, that keep this breast 
Awake, be quench’d, ere it can rest. 
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Cold, cold, this heart must grow, 

Unmoved by either joy or woe, 

Like freezing founts, where all that ’s thrown 
Within their current turns to stone. 
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XIX 


OME, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer, 

Tho’ the herd have fled from thee, thy home is still here; 
Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o’ercast, 

And a heart and a hand all thy own to the last. 


Oh! what was love made for, if ’t is not the same 
Thro’ joy and thro’ torment, thro’ glory and shame? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt ’s in that heart, 

I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art. 


Thou hast call’d me thy Angel in moments of bliss, 
And thy Angel I ll be, ’mid the horrors of this,— 
Thro’ the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue, 
And shield thee, and save thee, — or perish there too! 
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XX 


SAY, thou best and brightest, 
My first love and my last, 
When he, whom now thou slightest, 





From life’s dark scene hath past, 
Will kinder thoughts then move thee? 

Will pity wake one thrill 
For him who lived to love thee, 

And dying loved thee still? 


If when, that hour recalling 
From which he dates his woes, 
Thou feel’st a tear-drop falling, 
Ah, blush not while it flows ; 
But, all the past forgiving, 
Bend gently o’er his shrine, 
And say, “ This heart, when living, 
With all its faults, was mine.” 
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AXI 


LL that’s bright must fade,— 
The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that ’s sweet was made, 





But to be lost when sweetest. 
Stars that shine and fall ; — 

The flower that drops in springing ; — 
These, alas! are types of all 

To which our hearts are clinging. 
All that ’s bright must fade,— 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that ’s sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest ! 


Who would seek or prize 
Delights that end in aching? 
Who would trust to ties 
That every hour are breaking? 
Better far to be 
In utter darkness lying, 
Than to be bless’d with light and see 
That light for ever flying. 
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All that ’s bright must fade, — 
The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that ’s sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest ! 


34 


XXIT 


FT, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Fond Memory brings the light 

Of other days around me; 





The smiles, the tears, 
Of boyhood’s years, 
The words of love then spoken ; 
The eyes that shone, 
Now dimm’d and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken! 
Thus, in the stilly night, 
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


When I remember all 
The friends, so link’d together, 
I ’ve seen around me fall, 
Like leaves in wintry weather ; 
I feel like one, 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted, 
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Whose lights are fled, 
Whose garlands dead, 
And all but he departed | 
Thus, in the stilly night, 
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 
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XXIII 


HEN Love is kind, 
Cheerful and free, 
Love ’s sure to find 





Welcome from me. 


But when Love brings 
Heartache or pang, 

Tears, and such things — 
Love may go hang! 


If Love can sigh 
For one alone, 
Well pleased am I 

To be that one. 


But should I see 
Love giv’n to rove 
To two or three, 
Then — good-by, Love! 


Love must, in short, 
Keep fond and true, 

Through good report, 
And evil too. 
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Else, here I swear, 
Young Love may go, 
For aught I care — 
To Jericho. 
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XXIV 


S slow our ship her foamy track 
Against the wind was cleaving, 
Her trembling pennant still look’d back 





| To that dear isle ’t was leaving. 
So loath we part from all we love, 

From all the links that bind us; 
So turn our hearts as on we rove, 

To those we ’ve left behind us. 


When, round the bowl, of vanish’d years 
We talk, with joyous seeming, — 

With smiles that might as well be tears, 
So faint, so sad their beaming ; 

While mem’ry brings us back again 
Each early tie that twined us, 

Oh, sweet ’s the cup that circles then 
To those we ’ve left behind us. 


And when, in other climes, we meet 
Some isle, or vale enchanting, 

Where all looks flow’ry, wild, and sweet, 
And nought but love is wanting ; 
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We think how great had been our bliss, 
If Heav’n had but assign’d us 

To live and die in scenes like this, 
With some we ’ve left behind us! 


As trav’llers oft look back at eve, 
When eastward darkly going, 
To gaze upon that light they leave 
Still faint behind them glowing,— 
So, when the close of pleasure’s day 
To gloom hath near consign’d us, 
We turn to catch one fading ray 
Of joy that ’s left behind us. 
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XXV 


HOSE evening bells! those evening bells! 





How many a tale their music tells, 
Of youth, and home, and that sweet time, 
When last I heard their soothing chime. 


Those joyous hours are past away ; 
And many a heart, that then was gay, 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells, 
And hears no more those evening bells. 


And so ’t will be when I am gone ; 

That tuneful peal will still ring on, 

While other bards shall walk these dells, 
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells! 
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XXXVI 


ARK! the vesper hymn is stealing 
O’er the waters soft and clear; 

Nearer yet and nearer pealing, 
And now bursts upon the ear: 

Jubilate, Amen. 

Farther now, now farther stealing, 
Soft it fades upon the ear: 
Jubilate, Amen. 


Now, like moonlight waves retreating 
To the shore, it dies along; 
Now, like angry surges meeting, 
Breaks the mingled tide of song: 
Jubilate, Amen. 
Hush! again, like waves, retreating 
To the shore, it dies along: 
Jubilate, Amen. 
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XXVII 


HE bird, let loose in eastern skies, 
When hastening fondly home, 
Ne’er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 
Where idle warblers roam. 
But high she shoots through air and light, 
Above all low delay, 
Where nothing earthly bounds her flight, 
Nor shadow dims her way. 


So grant me, Gop, from every care 
And stain of passion free, 

Aloft, through Virtue’s purer air, 
To hold my course to Thee! 

No sin to cloud, no lure to stay 
My Soul, as home she springs ; — 

Thy Sunshine on her joyful way, 
Thy Freedom in her wings ! 
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XXVIII 


HIS world is all a fleeting show, 
For man’s illusion given ; 
The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 
There’s nothing true but Heaven! 


And false the light on Glory’s plume, 
As fading hues of Even; 
And Love and Hope, and Beauty’s bloom, 
Are blossoms gather’d for the tomb — 
There ’s nothing bright but Heaven! 


Poor wanderers of a stormy day, 
From wave to wave we ’re driven, 
And Fancy’s flash, and Reason’s ray, 
Serve but to light the troubled way — 

There ’s nothing calm but Heaven! 
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XXITX 


S down in the sunless retreats of the Ocean, 





Sweet flowers are springing no mortal can see, 

So, deep In my soul the still prayer of devotion, 

Unheard by the world, rises silent to Thee, 
My Gop! silent, to Thee — 
Pure, warm, silent, to Thee. 


As still to the star of its worship, though clouded, 
The needle points faithfully o’er the dim sea, 
So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded, 
The hope of my spirit turns trembling to Thee, 
My Gop! trembling, to Thee — 

True, fond, trembling, to Thee. 
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XXX 


OME, ye disconsolate, where’er you languish, 
Come, at God’s altar fervently kneel; 

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish — 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal. 


Joy of the desolate, Light of the straying, 
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pure, 
Here speaks the Comforter, in Gop’s name saying — 


‘‘ Rarth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure.”’ 


Go, ask the infidel, what boon he brings us, 
What charm for aching hearts Ae can reveal, 
Sweet as that heavenly promise Hope sings us — 
‘Earth has no sorrow that Gop cannot heal.” 
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POSTLUDE 


EAR Harp of my Country / in darkness I found thee, 
The cold chain of silence had hung o'er thee long, 
When proudly, my own Island Harp, 1 unbound thee, 
And gave all thy chords to light, freedom, and song ! 
The warm lay of love and the light note of gladness 
Have waken'd thy fondest, thy liveliest thrill ; 
But, so oft hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sadness, 
That ev'n in thy mirth tt will steal from thee still. 


Dear Harp of my Country! farewell to thy numbers, 
This sweet wreath of song ts the last we shall twine / 
Go, sleep with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers, 
Till touch’d by some hand less unworthy than mine ; 
Lf the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover, 
Have throbé’d at our lay, ’t ts thy glory alone; 
f was but as the wind, passing heedlessly over, 
And all the wild sweetness I wak’d was thy own. 
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